











tion, may act contrariwisé as a styptic. 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 


With profound acknowledgments to the “ Pall 
Mall Gazette.”’) 

THERE is probably no composer more 
delicately susceptible to 
sounds, landscape, and temper of every 
country which he visits than the incom- 
parable Professor Bricer. For instance, 
he comes to London when a Medical 
Congress is in session, and forthwith | 
presents us with his matchleas overtave | 
of Morphine, the noble Chlorale which 
is so splendidiy familiar in its arrange- 
ment as a vocal trional; or . 
he visits Italy in its dearest 
springtide when the bald and 
brown earth begins to assume 
its vernal chevelure, when the 
olives begin to show their 
flower, and when the Mediter- 
ranean, greatly daring, seems 
to purr like a gigantic and 
genial white cat. Hence Bu- 
Ger’s famous Balearic Rhap- 
in FE Majorea and 
Minorca, in which the feline 
amenities of the meridional 
temperament are reflected with 
such superlative felicity of 
distinguished achievement. 


the sights, | 








so xly, 


Now comes the momentous 

we had almost said the 
soul-shaking—news that it is 
Bitcer’s venture to cross the 
seas to conquer the Atlantic 
and visit South America with 
the companionship of Madame 
Bitcer (née Contessa GuGLI DI 


Bosanquetra). It is not for 
us, save in the way of the 
sheerest surmise, to adum- 


brate the priceless musical 
inspirations which will 
pulsate through the cere- 
bellum of the greatest of 
living composers during his 
memorable and, if we 
may say so, mellifluous jour- 
ney. 


most 


lof Australia 


boomerang—we think we are right in 
assuming that the use of this erratic pro- 
jectile is not confined to the aborigines 
or even the attentions of a 
cannibal tribe might conceivably exert 
an adverse effect on the creative activi- 
ties of Bricer’s massive and monumental 
brain. Madame is a host in herself, but 
then, as Cavour said of one of her ances- 
tresses, Una Gugli poeo fa. 


Anyhow, without transcendiag the 
bounds of legitimate conjecture or ven 
turing on any chimerical bombination in 





UNFEELING. 


Voiee from over the Hedge. “OH, DO MAKE HASTE, GEOR 


A contemporary writer has 
even gone so far as to give 
publicity to the idea that as a result} 
of this journey we shall possibly have 
some impressions of Brazil, the Argen- 
tine, Bolivia, Chile, Peru, Patagonia, 
Tierra del Fuego and the Straits of 
Magellan, expressed in terms of music. 
This is of course a question on 
which it is impossible to pronounce 
with absolutely pontifical infallibility. 
Birger is eminently a man of moods, 
and it may well happen that the sight 
of the Andes or of the Giant Sloth, so 
far from promoting the flow of inspira- 


Again, the contiguity of an earthquake 
or a volcano, or the sudden impact of a 





ARE A TIME!” 


the realm of illimitable inanity it may, 
we think, be permitted to us to assert 
that it will be most interesting to hear 
the result, couched in his own inimitable 
terms, whatever they may amount to, of 


Biicer’s visit to the most voluminous 
and voluptuous continent which the 
world has ever known or seen—volu 
minous, because of its size and the 


volume of its rivers, and voluptuous 
because that melodious quadrisyllable 
also begins with the same consonant as 
the epithet with which | have placed it 
in immediate juxtaposition. 


It is very pleasurable to us to observe 


= 


| that Mr. Jasper Bocie made his appear- 
ance At the last Enharmonic Concert. We 
have always had a great kindness for 
Mr. Jasper Booie, who is indeed and in 
truth a rare and fine artist, and we con 
fess that it was with a feeling almost 
| approaching to the confines of consterna 
| tion that we noted the fact that an artist 
‘on whose superlatively artistic and vital 
sincerity of accomplishment — unless, 
indeed, it would be nearer the mark to 
say accomplished vitality of sincere and 
) Superlative artistry-we have so often 
insisted, had never before sung for this 


notable and most notorious 
| Society. We use the word 
| “notorious” deliberately in 


| view of certain recent hap 
| penings, but for the moment, 
and for which will 
icommend themselves to all 
chivalrous and patriotic na 
tures, abstain from elucidat 
ing our meaning in fuller 
particularity. 


reasons 


meticulous 
precision of 


| To wiite with 
land categorical 


}a performance which you 
were unable to attend, and 
labout which you are not 


| certain whether it ever took 
| Place or not, is a proceeding 
| 


which savours of unmiti 
| gated temerariousness, In 
such circumstances ‘twere 


‘surely wiser to emulate the 
mental attributes of the 
Greeks, qui amant omnia 
dubitantius loqui, and show 
an exquisitely delicate care 
in the choice of moods and 


tenses. 

After these necessary pre 
liminaries we may observe 
that the work of the St. 
Elizabeth Musical Society, 
which was to have been 
‘expressed the other day 
by a performance — at the 
Royal Agricultural Hall, 

we! You must have shown unless 
it was unavoidably pre 
vented from taking place to 


what advantage its training had been 
pursued. Selections from Carmen were 
recorded as to be given, in which Mr 
Eric Boote, Miss O1ca Tonks, Miss 
|Auice Loper, Mr. Artey Gamace 
‘others were to take part. Assuming 
that the artists thus enumerated did 
actually appear, and were in their 
normal condition of vocal efficiency, and 
that the programme was not changed, 
it we think, within the bounds 
of possibility that they rendered 
much justice as could reasonably 
expected of them to the captivating 
idiosynerasies of Bizer’s acknowledged 
masterpiece. 


and 


is, 
| 
as 


be 
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LITERARY STYLE IN DEPARTMENTAL REPORTS. 


Tue Report of the Departmental Committee on the Army 
Stores Scandals in South Africa is marked by a literary flavour 
somewhat uncommon in this class of brochure. Take the 
following passage: “Are the taxpayers of this country to 
continue to be the sport of the many questionable contractors 


| 
who are as ready to follow their several avocations in the wake 


of a war as they are also willing to be its pioneers os How 
nicely balanced is the rhythm of this rhetorical question ; how 
happily inspired, how removed from narrow formality the 
generalisation of its climax. Again: “Some fecrs. panta- 
even some agile harlequin in a helmet—may 
occas onally he caught ” (observe the , 1 alt the imagery, the 
unaffected spontaneity of the alliteration !), “ but the oldest mem- 
ber of the Committee has informed his colleagues that in the 
course of many years’ experience he ean only eall to mind one 
case where the evil practitioner in a military scandal has been 
hrought to justice, and in that solitary instance the offender, 
when released from a period of fifteen months’ incarceration, 
was received by his fellow-townsmen with many manifestations 
of civic triumph.” Could one ask for a more genial humour, 
a homelier play of anecdotal reminiscence in a document | 
supposed to be confined to the unrelieved record of dry 
evidence and the conclusions to which it leads ? 

Far from echoing the sentiments of the Times, which speaks | 
of “extravagant and tasteless rhetoric,” and of “ the obscurity 
of certain passages which appear to suggest imputations that 
either should have been made outright or should not have 
heen mace at all,” let us extend a hearty welcome to this new 
literary form, with its arresting style, at once rococo and 
cryptic, lustrous and elusive. Mr. Punch, indeed, has been so 


loon in pullies 


impressed by the felicities of Sir Wituiam Botier’s document | 


that he has ventured to take it as his model for the editing 
of this week's Reports from his own Committees of Inquiry 
into the Seandals of the Hour. He appends a few specimens. 


Exrracr From Report on THe Army Cap ScanDaAL. 


Are the tax-payers of England to be for ever the playthings 
of collusion between the War-Office and the military milliner? 
Must every day bring forth some fresh variation on the 
preposterous pork-pies of Potsdam ? the impenetrable 
mystery whieh shrouds the periodical forage-cap refunds, 


| the intangible personality of those dealers, if any, in head- 


gear at second hand, through whom our discarded patterns 
filter on to the skulls of city scavengers? And always in 
the background that nebulous figure of the nursemaid in 
her Park finery, ever ready to follow in the wake of the 
military popinjay, whom her allurements first decoyed into 
the service of his country. What inscrutable consideration 
does she pay to the officials of Pall Mall in return for those 
changes in her hero's trappings which are so vital ‘to her 


rage for variety ? 


Moror Asuse. 


intolerable with their dust and odour and roar that 
make day hideous and night a nameless horror. How long 
will the ruminative rustic, how long will the patient pedes- 
trian continue to be the butt of these gore-spillers in their 
goggles, these baby-scrunchers in their bear-skins? . . 
And, behind them all, the consenting silence of the makers of 


Exrract From Report ON THI 


| macadam, the studied indifference of the patentees of dust-defy- 


ing ; sprinkle rs, who trade on the ruin se = by these road- 
And, yet again behind these, the unfathomable 
passivity of the police, screening who knows what quagmires 
of corruption ! 


swine 


Exrracr rrom Report on THE Dearta or Tuses. 


mystery of those unseen hands 
the great congested throat of the 


the impervious 
gagging at its very source 





tropolis—our bitter cry for more tubes a curious note 
‘of irony in the fact that the Press itself—the very mouth- 
piece of the public—has no means of underground transit 
from its work-centre in Whitefriars to its Club in Piccadilly. 
One is tempted to ask—What is the nature of the sinister 
relations existing between the Parliamentary Tube Committees 
and the Association of Pirate "Buses? Legal evidence may 
be lacking through the deplorable hiatus interposed by the 
destruction of compromising documents; but blackmail i 
strongly indicated. 


Extract From Report oN THE INCREASE OF BALDNESS. 


impartial inquiry into the causes of that decadence of 
the hair which has so injuriously affected our marriage 
statistics. According to the best scientific evidence 
which we have at hand the hair of the head has lost its 
prehensile uses, active and passive; has mislaid, during the 
Hat Age, its original purpose as a protection for the apex ; 
‘and by an inexorable law of utilitarian Nature is being 
evolved out of existence. But under cover of this popular 
theory and several commercial aliases, we have dimly traced 
the nefarious workings of a Syndicate of Depilators. Employ- 
ing his art of hair-cutting as a mere device for inveigling 
| customers, it is from his so-called restoratives that the barber 
| looks to derive the bulk of his revenue. But his scheme is 
more complex than that. It is a matter of common experience 
‘that his lotions habitually promote the very curse which 
|they pretend to combat and to cure. The theory of pardon- 
|able inefficiency must yield to that of culpable contrivance. 
Insidiously and with far-sighted ingenuity, working less for 
esol t an for his posterity, he aims at nothing short of 
the total baldness of the race—to the end that wigs, once a 
universal fashion, may become a universal necessity. 
Though we recognise that it is rather our duty to diagnose 
the evil than to prescribe a remedy, we may venture to 
suggest that the Government might be well advised to create, 
possibly in conjunction with Lord Roserrs’ proposal for Rifle 
Clubs, a national scheme for promoting capillary exercises, and, 
without ac tually compelling the youth of the country, encourage 
them to practise hanging by their locks from parallel bars, 
and to engage in tugs of war, using their natural hair in 
place of a rope. 





Extract rroM Report on Tae Crisis 1s Morocco. 

Just as the preliminaries of a war may be rigged by the 
Army Store-contractor, so the present crisis in Morocco is 
the result of market manipulations. Not content with the 
spoils garnered from the Manchurian campaign to whose 
failure his disloyal corruption has so largely contributed, 
the Russian financier has flung his drag-net across the 
| Mediterranean. It was a question of leather. An inter- 
tical imbroglio at Fez would paralyse the Moroccan out- 
| put; the Moorish tanner, like his compatriot Othello, would 
find his occupation gone, and the price of rival varieties would 
harden. ‘The Kaiser has been a mere catspaw in the hands 
of these Russian operators for the rise . . . Yet there are other 
conspirators whose identities escape investigation. The fatuous 
middle-man of Muscovy, raking in his roubles, openly signal- 
ling on the samovar the success of his greed, is relatively easy 
to detect. But somewhere behind him, more felt than seen, 
impalpably beyond the veil, are the elusive shapes of the 
Crocodile, and the Half-calf. The oldest member of the 
Committee has informed his colleagues that in the course of 
many years’ experience of the exigencies of the tanning trade 
he can only call to mind one case of a Half-calf, and one of a 
Crocodile, being brought to justice for a similar scandal, and 
in those solitary instances the offenders, after suitable punish- 
ment, were received back by their friends, in Alderney and 
on the banks of the Nile respectively, with many manifesta- 
tions of civic triumph. 0. 8. 
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| THE BOA-WAR-CONTRACTOR. 


Tax-payer Raspir. “ TAKE NOTICE! THIS IS POSITIVELY THE LAST TIME I SUBMIT TO THIS 
TREATMENT!” 
[“‘ Are the tax-payers of this country to continue to be the sport of questionable contractors?” 
Report of the Committee on the Army Stores Seandals.| 
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GVAN IR Wm KING 
l’'armer Twentystone, from Mudshire, visits his recently married niece at Lavender Villas, Brixton. 


Housemaid. “ WiLL You sit DOWN, IF YoU PLEASE, Sir?” 





| bitter irony in the cup of his hep ypiness “he had proridiinn 
everything he could possibly require except “h’s.” The 


THE MAGIC H’S. 


A Society Story of Up-to-date Diablerie, in Three Parts.) | wnhappy young man had never yet succeeded in aspirating 
. even his own name! 
Parr I 


“For a while he could scarcely be said to suffer acutely 
[ pip not invent this story myself—I should not have | from this infirmity. Indeed, he was scarcely conscious of it. 
dared. Nor will I pledge myself—even in a political sense Not till he became acquainted with the beautiful Lady 
for it as being true in every particular. There is much in it | [oma Cauwei., daughter of the Earl of Srontstams, was his 
that I can only accept under considerable reserve , there are | deficiency brought home to him in all its full horror. He 
even certain things that strike me as frankly incredible. | met ber first at a Charity Bazaar, where she was assisting at 
However, I tell it as it was related to me by a communicative | a stall of fancy goods, and he fell hopelessly in love with her 
and rather seedy stranger, in the Tube between Shepherd's | at first sight. After purchasing a ‘toilet-tidy,’ worked, as 
Bush and Tottenham Court Road Stations, on Saturday the| she assured him, by her own hands, for the sum of ten 
Ist of April last. Iam able to fix the precise date, because | guineas, he had ventured to remark that ‘the ‘eat was simply 
it was the day I lost my pocket-book. The stranger began |’orrible.’ It struck him afterwards that she had shuddered 
abruptly with a remark on the singular value of the letter |—-but he thought nothing of it at the moment; and at 
“he as a passport to polite society. “I happen,” he said, | their next meeting (which took place at a Flower Show 
‘to know a rather striking instance in point, if you would |in the Botanical Gardens) he addressed her more boldly 
care to hear it.” Whereupon he told me the following nar-| with an inquiry whether she was ‘going to "Urlingham 
rative, for the somewhat inflated diction of which I must |that Saturday.’ Once more he observed her shudder, but, 
decline to be responsible : gathering courage as he went on, he ended by making her 
‘Harotp HiprernoLme seemed, at the time when I first a formal offer of his hand and heart. No doubt his hand- 
knew him, a young man on whom Fortune had showered her | some appearance and faultless attire, together with the fact 
choicest gifts. Of respectable, though not distinguished, |(which he did not try to conceal) that he was a person of 
origin, he possessed exceptional good looks, a commanding | unbounded affluence, prevented Lady Icmia’s refusal from 
intelligence, considerable accomplishments, and wealth that | being as harsh as might otherwise have been expected. But 
was absolutely phenomenal. But alas! there was a dash of | she made it abundantly clear that it was a refusal. Even 
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should she 


superable barrier as utter “h 


herself have been able to overlook such an in-| 


Earl, would never permit her union with one to whom the | « 
entirely prob lematical. : 
Here could not help remarking that I should hardly have | 1 
thought that any aristocratic parent in these days would 
reject an aspirant as wealthy as Haroup Hiprernot.Me for so\1 
trifling a reason. For, though I cannot boast an acquaintance- | ¢ 
read the diatribes of “ Rrra” 
frequently impecunious in Society 
proposals from the most impossible outsiders, when 
sufficiently wealthy, with positive effusion. So that I felt 
pretty sure of my ground. The stranger, however, replied 
that my objection merely showed that I must temporarily 
have forgotten the extreme fastidiousness that notoriously 
characterises the House of Sroxistams. I admitted that I 
had, and he resumed his story : 


: . 
seen peers Comedies 


welc mne 


decision by all the eloquence at his command. 
that a true heart could beat as faithfully without its ‘h’ as 


modestly ignored its own 
since it is universally pronounced ‘aitch ’— not 
All was in vain. Unless, or until, she told him, 
he could acquire a complete mastery of the elusive aspirate, 
le must never hope to call her his! He left her with the 
fixed resolve to win her, whatever it might cost him. 

‘He put himself under several professors of Elocution. 
They taught him to elocute, it is true—but not one of them 
could instil a solitary ‘h’ into him, and Elocution without 
aspirates is as illusory as a puff from which the jam has been 
omitted! There came an hour when he realised that he had 
exhausted all human aid, and that henceforth his sole hope 
lay in seeking assistance from the Powers of Evil! 

‘By the merest chance he saw on a railway 
volume of one of the admirable ‘A. B. C.’ series, entitled 
‘The A. B.C. of the Black Art. By a Black Artist,’ with an 
appendix containing fifteen different formule for invoking 
fiends He purchased the book —for, to one of his vast 
shilling net was the merest trifle—took it home, 


laid such unnecessary stress 
existence, 


haiteh.’ 


bookstall a 


means 
and, locking himself into his study, traced a pentagram 
on the floor, as directed, and set to work to raise| 


some unemployed fiend who should help him to attain his| 
ends 

‘For whole days and nights he laboured without con- 
spicuous success. Occasionally some evil spirit with nothing | 
worse to do would obey his summons, but no sooner did they 
hear the purpose for which they had been invoked, than 
whether in disgust at its utter triviality, or to conceal their 
own incompetence) they indulged in demonstrations of fury 
so violent as almost to frighten him out of his wits. But the 
fifteenth and last formula produced a more satisfactory result. 
This time the fiend who answered his call was both less 
appalling of appearance and more obliging in disposition. 
In comparison with his predecessors he was almost under- 
though inky, he was sympathetic and even 


sized and, 
resourceful, 

‘] suppress his name for obvious reasons— but he seemed 
to see no difficulty whatever in the affair. According to him, 
all Hanoy had to do was to procure certain articles, of which 





he gave him a list, and be at a given spot by the following 
| midnight. There the fiend undertook to meet him with a 
magic type-foundry, and together they would turn out as 
many ‘h’'s’ as possible before cockcrow. It is conceivable that 
the fiend may have been inspired by reminiscences of the 
opera of Der Freischiitz. Or it may have been his own idea 


| 


”Jessness in a suitor, she gave | prejudicing his future prospects by compliance, Harotp made 
him distinctly to understand that her haughty father, the|a note of the appointment, and the demon left. 


very existence of an eighth lette of the alphabet seemed so} &c., and, shortly after 11 P.m., 
wheeler to convey himself and his occult parapheinalia to the 


ship at first hand with any members of the nobility, I have! journey Harowp’s 
and Miss Corets, and have also | hensions. 
might well escape remark in the seclusion of a German forest 
would 
Suppose he and the fiend were brought up before a London 
magistrate for disturbing the traffic ? 
for, say, Mr. 
cross-roads and 
pence, he found the fiend punctually awaiting him with a 
curious contrivance, 
‘ Needless to say that Hsnotp endeavoured to overcome her type-casting machine on the Linotype principle. 
He urged | out a cirele with the skulls and lamps and sundries, and 


with it. He reminded her that the very letter on which she anticipated, 


“ After ascertaining that he would not be in any way 


The next 
lay was spent in collecting the necessary skulls and braziers, 
Hiprersoime chartered a four- 


nidnight rendezvous. 

“The precise spot I prefer not to indicate further than by 
nentioning that it was where four cross-roads met, and just 
yutside the radius. You may readily believe that on that 
heart was not altogether free from appre- 
He could not but be aware that proceedings which 
inevitably attract attention in a London suburb. 

What an opportunity 
after arriving at the 
with an extra six- 


Prowven! However, 
dismissing the cab 


something between a cauldron and a 
They set 


But not, as Haroup had 
without annoying interruptions— from motor- 
cars, market-wagons, nocturnal hansoms, and the like. For- 
tunately, the fiend had a short and summary method of 
dealing with them. Once, at a critical stage in the proceed- 
ings, a constable on night duty came up with a request to 
know ‘what they were up to’--but the fiend explained that 
they were only relaying the gas-pipes under instructions 
from the Local Borough Council, and the policeman departed 
quite satisfied, after wishing them a not uncordial good- 
night. 

“And at last, well before the earliest village cock had 
shaken off his slumber, the dread task was accomplished. | 
am unable to furnish the exact figures of their output, but it 
may be safely estimated at several millions—a_ sufficient 
supply of h’s to set up the most inveterate and conversational 
Cockney for eighteen months at the very least ! 

“1 must not forget to mention that the fiend, before taking 
his leave, remarked, with a diabolical giggle to which Harotp 
at the time was too elated to attach any importance, ‘ By the 
way, my friend, I had better warn you that six of those h’s 
are “‘wrong’uns!”’ With which he sank through the soil, 
and HipperHoLME never saw him again. 

“ But his spirits were high as he hastened home with his 
ill-gotten acquisitions. I hear you ask” {I had not opened 
my lips, but the question had certainly occurred to me) “ by 
what possible process a supply of typed aspirates, even from 
an infernal matrix, could be introduced into any mortal's 
system? I can only reply that I have not the smallest idea 

but that the assimilation undoubtedly took place. For no 
sooner had Harotp reached his quarters than he hastened 
to put his new powers to the test. It so happened that he 
had accepted a generous offer from the Times newspaper to 
lend him their new Century Dictionary for a week, gratis, on 
approval, and he now went all through the h’s in ene of the 
volumes without a single mishap. He was just exulting over 
the fact when his Guardian Fairy unexpectedly appeared. . 

[ suppose the Fairy, coming so soon after the Fiend, must 
have caused me to exhibit an involuntary surprise, for he 
immediately explained :} “ You may or may not be aware of 
it—but certain individuals do possess a Guardian Fairy, 
whose business it is to see that they do not get into scrapes, 
or to pull them through when they have done so. UtrrernoLme 
was one of these favoured persons. Well, as I was saying, 
his Guardian Fairy " 

[At this point the train stopped at Lancaster Gate Station 

and this story must follow its example till next week. | 


F. A. 


then the weird labour commenced. 








entirely. That we shall never know now! 
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THE TUCKSHOP. 


[Canon Epwarp Lyrretton, the future head- 


master of Eton, has commended the school 


“tuck-shop.” It taught boys, he said, to some 


slight extent how to spend money. } 


Lone its worth was held in question, 
Long the sad, alarming state 
Of the national digestion 
Stood against it on the slate ; 
Now, a sage’s dictum hushes 
Lies that base tradition told ; 


Whitewashed by his generous brush is | 


Every shop where “tuck” is sold ! 


Falsely would Roast Beef take credit 
For the strength of Albion’s sons ; 
No! The mystic germ that fed it 
Hides in Bath and Chelsea buns ! 
Youthful souls are fired and mettled 
In the venerable shop ; 
Waterloos are fought and settled 
By the virile ginger-pop ! 


Then again—oh cynic, scorning 
This encomium—answer me ! 
Who can tell but every morning 
Youths predestined soon to be 
Chancellors of the Exchequer, 
Members of the Board of Trade, 
Haggle o’er a modest “ brekker” 


In the tuckshop’s steaming shade? | 


So this institution’s gentle 
Influence, and wholesome joys, 
Aid the physical and mental 
Progress of our hopeful boys. 
Growing gracefully rotunder 
They shall gain commercial zeal, 
To our foes’ invidious wonder, 
And the nation’s lasting weal ! 








CONVERSATIONAL PLAYHOUSES. | 


At a West-End theatre, says the Daily 


Telegraph, where a musical play is now | 


in successful progress, the orchestra 
have hit upon a plan for counteracting 
the ennui of the long periods during 
which it is kept idle by introducing sets 
of miniature chessmen for the working 
out of knotty problems. We have here 
the germ of an idea which might be 
profitably developed for the benefit of 
the sociably-minded occupants of the 
auditorium who wish to amuse them- 
selves, conversationally and otherwise, 
at the theatre or opera without bothering 
to attend to what is going on across the 
footlights. Why not, therefore, lower 


the floor-space of one half, say, of the| 


stalls a few feet, and roof it over with 


thick but transparent glass? ‘This | 


would enable the Smart Set, or rather, 
the Loud Lot, to chatter to their hearts’ 
content without being distracted by the 
noise on the stage, and yet to display 
their dresses to the wondering denizens 
of the upper regions, while they could 
move about freely all through the piece 
without being hampered by persons who 





T’OTHER WAY ROUND. 


He. “Tuar’s Lavy Passen. Sae’s Gor an 
| DaMAGEs.” 


ACTION ON AT THE Courts, askinc ror £5000 


She. “Damaces! I sHouLD HAVE THOUGHT sue’D HAVE ASkED FoR Reparrs.” 


| their places. 

Cosy corners might be made for 
Bridge parties and flirtation. The roof 
could of course be “ practicable,” and 
| slide back occasionally, if any “ strong” 
or suggestive scene were positively 
| clamouring for attention. 

Certain of the boxes, also, should be 
| glazed in, with the same praiseworthy 
objects. Possibly those of the largest 
dimensions might be supplied with 
billiard tables or platforms and_ such- 
‘like facilities for amateur theatricals, 
|charity bazaars, &c., so as not to waste 
the valuable time of Society while the 
tedious professionals were singing or 
walking through their business on the 
boards. There is vast opportunity, too, 











for improvement in the foyer—which 
should be converted into a real ice 
skating-rink or a ball-room, at least. 
This would be a godsend to the more 
gregarious and active patrons and 
patronesses of the dress-circle. In fact, 
if these desirable alterations are effected, 
we doubt if there will be a necessity to 
mount any plays at all in the more up 
to-date houses for the benefit of the 
mere pittite and gallery-boy. 

Anyhow, we commend these sugges 
tions to enterprising theatre architects 
and West-End lessees ; also to the M.C.C. 
for future Test Matches at Lord's. 





Tue Haton or tHe Season.—T'he Spring 
Chicken at the Gaiety. 
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THE HEALTH HUNTERS. 


With apologies to “ H.” (Ah! Harold, did you 
think to ¢ scape ua’) in the Daily Vail.” 
Ler us start with a vivid simile. The 

soul is a chauffeur, and the body is a 


motor-car. The desires of the soul are 
the hands of the chauffeur laid upon the 
brain, which is the engine of the motor- 


car. Everybody is an engineer at heari 
for the engineer is only the grown 
child who wants to know—and so the 


body is always being tampered with for 
improvements. We cannot leave it alone. 

How to get the most out of our 
engine? that is the question. Some 
men can go up life’s steep places at top 


fine fellow who goes round fortune’s 
corners on two wheels, and who has not 
envied the disereet and quiet soul who 
travels downhill with the brakes on, and 
with no appetite for rush? But whether 
go fast or slow, whether we make 
life's journey a furious business or a 
pleasure, at every stop we 
step outside ourselves and 
examine our engines with curious and 
an XLOUS eyes. 

That's not bad, I think. It has all 
the requisite qualities : it is up-to-date, | 
everyone now being either a motorist or | 
mourning a relative killed by a motor- 
it is forcible; it is picturesque; it 
the attention. ‘What the De 
Dion is this all leading to?” the reader 
asks, and to make a reader say that is 
one of the secrets of journalism. And 
now for the real matter of the article 
Health Hunting. 

We all desire health, poor man and 
rich man, tramp and Cxrveore alike ; 
and that we are continually trying new 
experiments the advertisement columns 
of the papers show only too conclusively. 
But let me tell you that every pill that 
is puffed, every bottle that is boomed, is 
nail in the coffin of English 


we 


sauntering 


engineers 


car ; 


arrests 


but another 


ring to a drug, think a thought; instead 
of playing with a palatinoid, 
sermon; instead of being vanquished | 
by a varalette, read a book, look at a 
picture, interview a politician ; in short, 
do something intellectual. 

Now let us look at our motto again. 


first penned the deathless words with | 





| Mens 


speed, others go slowly, stubbornly, 
drearily, but with greater security, at 
bottom speed. Everybody knows the! 


senity 

‘Mens sana in corpore sano” is a 
true saying, although I did not invent 
it. It means, dear reader, a sound mind 
ina sound body. Note the order: not 
a sound body with a sound mind; but a 
sound mind in a sound body. The 
mind comes first. Let that be a lesson 
to the health hunters: the mind comes 
first. In other words, instead of defer 


listen to a | 


How wise was that old Roman seer who 


palienpecet ! ! 
now; we are in the trough of the wave. 


sana in corpore sano. 
body. And how does one get a — 
body? By exercise. Not cricket, of 
course ; I do not approve of cricket ; but 
riding one’s horse. I remember c ‘hi atting 
to Lord Roverts on this subject. “ Yes,” 
ihe said, “H., my boy, there is nothing 
like riding. I attribute my health to my 
Let every man then ride. We 
cannot ride too much. Let us begin at 
once, forgetting all about that simile of 
the motor-car with which I began. And 
yet I suppose there are great difficulties : 
not only are there not enough horses to 
go round, but quite a number of people 
could not afford to keep them. Why are 
there not more horses? And why are 
horses so dear? I must write an article 
about it. Very well, then, take music. 
I recollect Mr. Batrour telling me that 


he rse.”” 


A sound | 


We have few such sages | 


CHARIVARIA. 


Ir cannot be too clearly understood 
that it is solely out of personal regard 
for President Roosevettr, 
have set his heart upon the thing, that 
the Czar is now willing to discuss the 
termination of the War. 


who seems to 


Now that the Russian papers are per- 
mitted openly to debate the question of 


| Peace, fears are being expressed in the 


outlying portions of the Empire lest the 
Baltic Fleet may have suffered a reverse. 

Considerable satisfaction has been 
caused in St. Petersburg by the report 
that General Lrytevitcn is at last in a 
position to defeat General Oyama. The 
only fear is that, unless an armistice be 
|proclaimed at once, the Japanese may 
drive him from it. 


he got more genuine useful rest, recrea- | 


tion and 
from any other pastime. After a bad 
night at the House defending his honour, 
he has but to sit down to his piano and 
play his favourite airs, to be quite well 
again. “There's nothing like it, my 
dear H.,”” he has often said tome. Let 


us then all repair our shattered engines 


at the piano. Yet here again is an 
obstacle. Even the piano costs money, 
‘and requires much time. ‘That is the 


‘drawback of taking all one’s examples 


from our wealthy and most illustrious 
friends. 

Perhaps then I had better work in the 
peroration and stop. Poor and unhappy 
body, driven to and fro about the earth 
by the meddlesome and dissatisfied soul 
of man! It is drugged, exercised, and 
fed in twenty different fashions a 
week ; it never can tell what its tyrant 
would be at. A horse so treated would 
die im a month; a motor-car would 
collapse in a month. Wonderful, indeed, 
is the strength of the body to endure all 
the fiddling and “improvements” de- 
vised by its master, the soul ! 








‘The Malaria of Ambiguity.” 


= - . , act 
Admiring Friend (to Captain of College | 


Boat-club). 1 Tnuompson has been 
slanging you like anything about putting 
Jones into the Henley boat. He says the 
fellow ’s the biggest fool in the ’Varsity. 
Captain. Oh = what did you say ? 
Admiring Friend. Oh, I stuck up for | 
you of course, old fellow. 


Suy, 


The ‘‘ Simple Life.” 


From the Aberdeen Evening Express : | 


YOOK GENERAL wanted for good place in 
the country ; washing, but no dressing. 


Is not this carrying the Simple Life 


his Fons Bandusian stylus on the fragrant | |rather too far ? 


refreshment from music than | 


Germany will consent to the proposed 
Conference of the Powers on the subject 
of Morocco, but there is still some question 
as to whether they will be able to get 
together a quorum. 


There was a fire, last week, at the 
| Welcome Club, Earl’s Court Exhibition, 
but it is not proposed to change its title 
to the Warm Welcome Club. 


The Muttan has become Mad again. 
The relapse is due to a statement by 
the Italian Minister for Foreign Affairs 
to the effect that adequate measures 
have been taken to prevent his obtain- 
ing arms. : 

Professor Tizzont, of the University 
of Bologna, claims to have discovered a 
cure for rabies, and dogs are delighted 
at the prospect of not being shot when 
their brains give way. 


After two years’ study a leading 
| nerve-specialist of Philadelphia has come 
to the conclusion that the fear of cats is 
la definite disease. Over here it has long 

been recognised as such, and treated « 


|a special form of Misogynitis. 


There is good news for pedestrians. 
A clever American gentleman is at work 
on a motor-car which he claims will be 
so light that it will only make slight 
indentations on the persons it runs over. 
| 
| Princess Marcarer or 

Prince Gustavus 
| were prevented 


Connaucnt and 
Apotpuus oF SWEDEN 
attending the second 


| Test Match on Thursday last owing 
| to a previous engagement. 
Mr. Jonn Burys is much hurt at the 


| report published in several papers that 
Mr. Crooks, M.P., was the only guest at 
the royal Garden Party last week who 

















ie 
at 


at | 


ho 
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did not wear a silk hat. As the mis- | 
statement is calculated to harm Mr. | 
Burns politically, we have much pleasure | 
in reporting that he himself wore a bowler 
on the occasion in question. 


The Czar, it is announced, is to have 
a change of prison. He is to be removed 
shortly from Tsarskoe Selo to Peterhof. 


The Grand Duke Auexis has resigned 
the position of Commander-in-Chief of 
the Russian Navy. For similar reasons 
the analogous office is also vacant in 
Switzerland. 


The Army Stores scandal has called 
forth a flood of indignant protest in the 
Press. Indeed, the Evening News even 
went so far as to say, “Is anyone to be 
brought to book ? And, if so, whom?” 


Mrs. Crartes Warertow’s powerful 
bull-dogs succeeded in carrying off all 
the prizes at the French Bull-dog Show 
last week. There must be something in 
a name after all. 








LAYS OF A LONDONER. 
Sono. 

I rove old London’s busy streets, 

Her teeming marts, her stately palaces ; 

At sight of them my bosom beats 

As entering Wonderland did Axice’s, 

What time she popped, confiding soul, 

Into the rabbit hole. 


I love the Strand’s unceasing din, 

The Temple’s rare mysterious mazes, 
And those remoter squares wherein 
The wanton monkey-grinder raises 
A futile dole of cast-off pants 

From the inhabitants. 


Sut most I love those quaint old haunts 
"Twixt Oxford Street and Shaftesbury 
Avenue, 7 . 
Where the Semitic sausage flaunts, aide . ————.. - We ee 
And, if you’re poor and chance to| —-* ag" 
raven, you 


' MR. MUGWUMP’S MISFORTUNES. 
Can get a most ambrosial blow-out 


And pay your hob and go out (The Adventures of a Beginner.) 


Nu. 1.—-Mr. M. nOOKS A HEAVY TROUT, 
Delightful region of Soho, | ; “_ 











The murmurous home of Prerres and | Where you can purchase Kosher meat 
CEORGES, ] 

Whereto the Latin races go 

To celebrate their artless orgies, 


And Bismarck herrings and polonies, 


Breathing the ready curse. 
And other awesome foodstuffs dear 


Borne on the cosmopolitan breeze 
Divinely blended odours trickle ; 


| The kind that, lit inside a bar, 
| 
The louder forms of foreign cheese 
| 


Encourages a general exit ; 
These searching engines of offence 





The waiter’s wintry smile. 

Contend against the home-made pickle. | Are five for sevenpence. ; 
T ma ie | And going home I envy not 
The gross effect, at first a bore, : -- + Secor : , 
“Wig of | Oft armed with such a one I stroll | The millionaires their motor carriages, 
Grows on you more and more. : 

: | Along some well-frequented highway, | Nor crave the loud distended lot 

here is a shop off Wardour Street— And puff away with tranquil soul, Of those who always feed at Claridge’s. 

The merchant’s name to me unknown 


Thanking the gods for what comes my 


These eat too often, | opine, 
way, 


Ever to really dine! 


_ 





And watch the loiterers disperse, 


: ; And then I seek such fare as he 

Unto the furrineer. Whos ri ere dlichtly incccure 
I love you and your fragrant alleys, pa ’ 10se means are slightly insecure 
Blithe with potential Sauuies ‘ rhere you can buy a rude cigar may 


Of beetling girth—no label decks it, | Find at those cafés “ d’/talie, 
Or other restaurants “ de Gourmet ” ; 
Where even tuppence can beguile 





ALGOL. 
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| Come hither in your thousands 


| We 
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A MARTINET. 


SPEAKS 


Peppery Captain. “Tat First MAN Who 


THE INVITATION OF VENUS 


\ll the bachelors in the universe have been invited to a fostival in 
June by the ving ladies of Feausinn Lalaing, in Belgium Taey 
vill meet you in a public square, show you round the venerable church 
und t sncient castle, and give you a concert, a ball, and a torchlight 
per ‘ Daily ¢ hroni le ; 
() nacnetors of every clime and every sort of hue, 


we are waiting here for you! 
Come, dark and fair; come, fat and spare ; 

Come, youngsters in your teens! 
But, most of all, hear ye our call, 


© bachelors of means! 


© come by third-class carriages, and come by Pullman car! 
\ galaxy of Venuses will greet you at the Gare 
We'll lead you down our little town 
And show you all the scenes, 
And chiefly you, thrice-happy crew, 
© bachelors of means! 


ll take you round our ancient church, suggesting with 
sweet smiles 
How charming would a wedding look amid these solemn aisles: 
Imagine showers of snow-white flowers 
About the altar-screens, 
And, at your sides, delicious brides, 
© bachelors of means ! 


We'll serve a dainty déjeuner with every kind of dish 
lo show we are such housewives as a bachelor would wish : 
Fresh eggs and ham, mint sauce and lamb, 
And turtle in tureens 
And you not least we ‘Il try to feast, 
O bachelors of means! 


Then while you dally sweetly o'er your coffee and cigars, 
We'll trill you songs of Arcady like operatic stars ; 





~* ® ~~ ' a qate _ - 


I pexten! Even tf tt ts Not 


We'll sing as sang the Siren gang 
lo wandering marines, 


And chietly you we ‘ll warble to, 
© bachelors of means! 





And when we've gently sung you into mood of soft romance 
We'll ask you, gay young bachelors, to come and join the dance ; 
And gaily dressed in all our best 

Bewitching pinks and greens 
With guileless arts we ‘ll win your hearts, 
O bachelors of means! ' 








And lastly, as the shadows fall, our torches we will snatch 
A subtle hint that Hymen's brand is ready for the match. 
Come, fair and gold; come, grey and old ; 

Come, youngsters in your teens! \ 

But, most of all, hear ye our call, 


O bachelors of means! 











one 


A Times Correspondent that of Admiral 
Exevist’s officers has telegraphed to the Russ “ claiming that 


states 


the Japanese shot wildly” in the battle of Tsushima. It is 
rumoured that evidence to the contrary is about to be raised 
by our allies, and that it will be found to hold water. 





Notuine, it would seem, is sacred to the Kodaker, neither 
age nor physical ruin, if we may judge by the following 
notice culled from the Southern Daily Mail : 


“ Lost, a Cabinet Photograph, an old lady, cracked in two.” 





Ir is a bad workman who complains of his tools, yet even 
the best of them may be justly annoyed when his spanner ‘ 
| goes completely off its nut. 
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Kaiser Witnetm. “ MODESTY 
BUT ”-—(bitterly)— “ 1 SUPPOSE 


- P+ “a. a 
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THE 


MAN 


FORBIDS MY 
IT WILL BE 
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DISEASES FOR DUKES. 
Our Scientific Enterprise continues, 
And still discovers almost every week 
A new disease to sap the Nation’s sinews, 
And justify her decadent physique ; 
And close to Science, speedy though her 
flight is, 
Fashion on polished foot is pressing 
fast, 
And sees in every novel sort of “-itis ” 
Exactly what was wrong with her at 
last. 


And this is why we laugh at rank and | 


riches, 
For choice of malady is really what 
Marks, in a world of common people, 
which is 
The true nobility and which is not ; 
We've found a new distinction far more 
vital, 
And far more suitable to modern needs, 
Which forms—above the empty claim 
of title 
An aristocracy of invalids. 


The common man may catch a nervous | 


crisis, 
Pneumonia may meet his vagrant 
whim, 


Or any other ailment that suffices 


To keep his head up in the social 


swim ; 
But there’s a milieu locked against the 
lowly, 
Where, as it seems, the suitably élite 


Contract Bradyphagy by dining slowly, 
Tachyphagy from “ wolfing” what 
they eat. 


These happy ones, as fate or fancy pleases, 
Aided by medical experience, 

Can riot in the most obscure diseases 
Ad libitum, and blowing the expense ; 

Till after hours of prandial exertion 
They find Hyperphagy becomes a bore, 

And somehow feel a horrible aversion 
(Misophagy) from eating any more ! 








THE FORCE OF IMPULSE IN 
SPORT. 
Tue following sensible and temperate 


remarks are to appear in one of the Silly 
Season issues of the Spectator : 
in a word, this—How far 
should an athlete permit himself to be 
carried away by his feelings? Unless 
he throws himself whole-heartedly into 
his sport he is, of course, useless. But 
there is, in our opinion, a limit, beyond 
which a true sportsman should not pass. 
Our readers will perhaps remember the 
case of the jockey who was alleged to 
have struck the horse of a rival two 
severe blows on the head during the race 
for the Grand Prix. Another unpleasant 
incident occurred during the Australians’ 
second innings in the Third Test Match. 


is, 


| 





-~AT Sewm= 
os 


“O NOBLE FOOL! 


Unele (to Nephew, who has just eome into a fortune 


ARE SOON PARTED’!”’ 
BUT 


“A FOOL AND HIS MONEY 


Fair Cousin. “On, 





TruMPER, 
eight, was shaping at one of Ruopes’ 
deliveries, when LitLtey, who was stand- 
ing up to the slow bowler, stretched out 
a hand, and, seizing the New South 
Wales representative by the leg, drew 
him she arply away in the direction of the 
umpire. The result was that the Aus 
tralian ‘star’ was clean bowled. As 
this was probably the direct cause of the 
Cornstalks’ defeat by five wickets, it 
not to be wondered that some little 
feeling was aroused in the ranks of our 
visitors. Professional cycling has also 
suffered from the prevailing taint. We 
can make allowances for excitement, but 
we cannot but condemn the act 
‘Jimmy’ 

neck - 


is 


and-neck race with ‘ Boppy’ 





O WORTHY FOOL!” 


I’m sctre SAMMY WILL 


who had then scored ninety-| 


loaded with swan-shot, and riddled his 
rival’s back tyre. It is time that the 
sporting public definitely set its face 





of | | matter must be left in the 
Pittixcsnor, who, when riding | athlete 3 themselves, 


“You must REMEMBER, MY BOY, THAT 


EXCEPTION THAT PROVES THE RULE! 
Sammy ia delighted 


BE THE 


Brapsnaw, of party produced HT pistol 


against these practices. Something might 
be done by way of starting the campaign 
if all athletes were compelle 1 to leave 
| their guns, bludgeons, tomahawks, and 
other weapons in the cloak-room before 
the race or match, as the case might be. 
In this way, though damage to a certain 
extent could still be done with the instru 
ments required for the particular sport, 


much unpleasantness would be averted, 
But such reforms, though they may 
alleviate, will not cure. In the main, the 


hands of the 
to whose good feel 


ing and love for fair play... .” 
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THE HIGHLANDER. | 


TAH {RARAARRAARAAA A 
| EEEEEEEEEEEE......... 

Ur and down a thirty yards’ stretch 
of the hot wood-road marches the kilted 
Highlander, discoursing traditional music 
from his national pipes. His cheeks are 
energetically distended ; one eye is fixed 
and glassy, the other, filled with the cold 
light of calculation, roves from the pave- 
ments to the windows above. As he 
reaches either end of his prescribed 
pitch he swings round mechanically, 
whisking his kilts behind him, and 
remeasures his beat, deviating only now 
and again to avoid a passing omnibus 
or cart, with a marked indifference to 
the jocund comments of their Saxon 
drivers. To and fro he marches with 
automatic precision, filling the air with 
music, 


TAH! ARAKRAR A ‘ ‘ A A A 
) EEEEEEEEEREEE......... 

A little group of school children stand 
in the shade cast across the pavement by 
the tarpaulin above the butcher's shop, 
watching this new distraction with all 
the rapt attention of youth. As my 
eyes fall on them the proprietor, a little 
hearded man in a striped blue apron, 
emerges from the deeper shadow within 
the shop and jerkily bids them move | 
away. 

The children reluctantly move a little 
further along the pavement and _ the 
butcher remains, gazing with disfavour 
upon the approaching figure of the 
Highlander. After a moment or two he 
leaves the shade, and stepping out upon | 
the bright road addresses the musician, 
just swinging round at the end of his 
beat. 

** Move along there,” he cries, waving 
his arm authoritatively, “ Further 
down ! 

He remains standing in the sun, his 
eves following the retreating kilts. At 
the same moment a gentleman carrying 
an inverted footbath on his head arrives 
upon the scene, and stops in the middle 
of the pavement. 

‘’E’s a ‘Ighlander,” he remarks to} 
the butcher with an air of explanation. | 
“Don't you ‘ear it’s the bag-pipes wot 
‘e's a-playin' ?” 

The butcher 
pavement. 

‘I ‘ear,” he observes crisply. 

“A 'Ighlander,” repeats the gentle- 
man with the footbath. ‘* Don't yer see 
‘is kilts?” 

“Tear ‘is noise,” responds the butcher 
unsympathetically. 

“Nowe!” exclaims Footbath in 
tonishment. “It’s the bag-pipes! Ain't 
you ever ‘eard the bag-pipes before ?” 

“T ‘ear ‘em now,” says the butcher 
laconically. 


steps back upon the 


aus- 


| Street 


again. 


| advancing Highlander. 


There is a pause. The Highlander 
has halted at the other end of his beat, 
and turning so as to face one side of the 
is blowing with a despairing 
energy, while both eyes vigilantly scan 
the windows. 

“A 'Ighlander,” repeats Footbath, 
“that’s what ‘e is. A Scotchman. 
My wife's grandfather was Scotch.” 

The butcher receives this item of 
information without enthusiasm. 

“Hey for bonny Scotland!” cries 
Footbath with unabated good humour. 
“Did yer give ‘im a penny?” 

“I'll give ‘im in charge,” replies the 
butcher, “ if ‘e stays there much longer.” 

The gentleman in the footbath regards 
him with a change of expression. 

“Ain't yer got no petriotism?” he 
demands coldly. “ Blood 's thicker than 
water, ain’t it?” 

The butcher 
re-enters his shop. 

“What about Maggersfountain ?” 
calls Footbath after him. “I s’pose it 
was Mnglishmen wot got caught on the 
barb wire was it?” 

This is apparently a poser for the 
butcher, for no reply is forthcoming from 
the interior of the shop. Footbath turns 
triumphantly to me. 

‘* Hey for bonny Scotland ’s wot I say !” 


turns abruptly and 


he exclaims exuberantly. 


Feeling that something is expected of 
me | observe, “* Hoots mon,” adding, with 
some resource I think, “I’m a braw 
laddie ye ken the noo,” which is well 
received. 

“You're like me,” he says. “Your 
blood’s thicker than wot water is.” 

I accept the compliment. 

“Wot about Dargai?” 
corroboratively. 

Suddenly mindful of the bystanders I 
cut short an incipient cheer. 

“ Wot I say is,” he observes sententi- 
ously from beneath his footbath, “ Scot- 
land is Scotland, and 
Scotland, and - he concludes with 
inspiration, “it always will be Scotland.” 

| murmur “ Hear, hear.” 

“Shake ‘ands,” he responds promptly. 

I do so, at the same time expressing 
a hope soon to hear him at Westminster. 

Meanwhile there has been a respite 


from the music, the only sound that has | 


greeted our ears being the occasional 
dull clink of a copper thrown upon the 
road. Now suddenly the bag-pipes begin 
The Highlander is sidling slowly 
back towards us, cheeks distended, both 
eyes raking the windows as he comes. 


“"Ere 'e is!” cries my elated friend. | 


“ Bonny Dundee! 
mate ?”” 
I fumble in my pocket. 


Got a penny for ‘im, 


At the same 


moment the butcher emerges from the | 


interior of his shop. 


“Goon! Move on there!” he cries to the | the voleano will break forth.” 
Footbath turns. | der the motorist is apt to scorch! 


he demands | 


it always was | 


“ Where’s yer petriotism?” he demands 
severely. “Ain't a Seotchman got no 
right t’ earn ‘is livin’s well as an 
Englishman ?” 

| The butcher pays no aftention to him. 
os DY’ you ’ear?” he cries to the piper. 
|““Or d’ you want me to fetch a pleece- 
|man to yer?” 

| Suddenly the Highlander, now almost 
jabreast of us, lowers his bag-pipes and 
speaks. 

“"Oo are you a-gittin’ at?” he de- 
mands hotly of the butcher. 

The butcher repeats his injunction to 
move on. 

“Dirty tyke!” exclaims the High- 
lander, mechanically accepting my prof- 
fered penny. ‘‘Cawn't yer let a man 
earn a h-onest livin’ ?” 

He lifts the bag-pipes to his lips again 
and distends his cheeks truculently. 





nam (RENEE 
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| Suddenly he breaks off. 

| “?’Oo d’ yer think you are?” he de- 
mands seathingly. 

He raises the bag-pipes once more, 
(then thinking better of it lowers them 
again, putting them under his arm. 

“You're a meat-seller,” he observes, 
with a manifest joy in the sting of this 
opprobrium. “‘That’s wot you are. A 
meat-seller.” 

He gazes triumphantly at the butcher 
for a moment, then begins to move off. 
After a few yards he stops. 

‘A meat-seller,” he repeats over his 
shoulder. “A dirty tyke wot ’as ter 
‘sell meat. A bloomin’ meat-seller.” 

And full of the joy of victory he 
moves slowly off down the street. 

The affronted butcher retires inside 
his shop. The bystanders are melting 
away. I look round for the Caledono- 
phile of the footbath. 

He is nowhere to be seen. 








Sallies in our Galleys. 


Or all the jokes the Press reports 
There ’s none, for quip or sally, 

To match our Dartine’s—of the Courts — 
For filling up the galley ! 


A Little Behind the Times. 


Ancient Village Dame (to Parson's 
| daughter). But tell me, Miss, these ‘ere 
Japs of ‘oom I ‘ear speak—are they 
fightin’ for us, or for the Boers ? 


From a speech at a meeting of the 
| Associated Chamber of Agriculture.—“ A 
volcano is simmering under motorists, 
and when the working classes are 
thoroughly roused by their behaviour 
No won- 
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MR. PUNCH’S GUIDE TO CRICKET PHRASEOLOGY. 








G ; A | ~~ 
4 ouy aati! 


“The Australians fielded well on the floor all day.” “Maclaren and Hayward started for England.” 
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Captain, “ Will you take ‘ cover,’ please ?” He takes cover. 
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| MUCH PLEASURE AND LITTLE PAYNE. 


| The S ing Chicken at the Gaiety has so much spring in it 
that ing at once sprung into poy pularity, it is like ly to 
equal its predecessors in length and strength of run. The 


pring Chicken would be a croupy, superannuated old fowl, 


were it ever permitted by astute Farmer Grorce ( Epwarpes) to 


reac! uch a stage (not certainly that of the Gaiety, where, 
is at Bath in Pickwickian days, “no one is old or ugly’’) of 
existem would necessitate its being withdrawn from the 
weary gaze of its last remaining patrons 
The Spring Chicken is avowedly adapted by Gerona 
GrosssitH, Junior, from Coquin de Printemps, and we should 
it, if this be a faithful reproduction of the incidents in 
the original piece, its authors, Messrs. Jame and Duva., were 
indebted to more than one French farce for the use of the 
two powders that, respet tively, POSSe8s the power of restoring 
uth and of inducing somnolence. When the piece starts, 
eatre-goers among the audience as may be still pre- 
liced in favour of a good plot, even in a Gaiety piece, 
by 1 to congratulate themselves that The Spring Chicken is 
going to “supply a want But these too sanguine persons 
vill on be disillusioned ; the Gaiety spirit, that feeds the 
lamp of extravaganza effectively shining from its place in the 
drop-curtain, is not to be watered down, nor is the brilliancy 


of the flame it feeds to be dimmed by anything so banal 
is legitimate development of a dramatically constructed plot. 

So “the Office of M. Babori at his residence, Paris,” becomes, 

instead of a place of steady business, a hall of dazzling light, 

where there is plenty of “ stage-business” going on, where 
we have anybody and everybody dans le mouvement, and 
what they may have directly or indirectly to do with such 
cenes as these does not matter to anyone as long as the girls 
| are prettily, and the men smartly, costumed, and as long as 
| there is “go” in all of them, singing, dancing, and behaving 
as is only possible with the Gaiety choruses in musical plays, 
| in whatever surroundings they may find themselves. 

Mr. Grorce GrossMirn, Junior, has in the second scene of 
the second Act a c a il comic topical song, introducing most 
of the theatrical celebrities of the day, who are impersonated 
by capital caricaturists, and his duett with Mr. Eomunp Payne 

who, of course, is the low comedian par excellence, keeping 

n a roar as Mr. Girdle) is one of the best things 





the audience 
in the prece 
Miss Gerri Mintar is delightful; in the first place she can 
ict, and succeeds in imparting to the character of the maid 
Rosalie an interest which the slight plot of the piece does not 
illow her to develop. Her songs are all good, and all sung 
with the perfect grace and charm that characterises not only 
her dancing but indeed all that she has to do. Absurd Miss 
| Connie Episs makes the most of Vrs. Girdle, a comparatively 
small part, as also does Miss Kare Cutter of the still smaller 
part f Baroness Papouche Miss OLIVE MorreELL, as Madame 
| Babori, sings a piquant song with taking dance and refrain. 
That all the songs are encored over and over again goes 
‘There is no such word as ‘fail’” in the 
Gaiety Dictionary. At this theatre; when any song, or dance, 
or dialogue, doesn’t “ go,” it goes off, is heard no more, and 
is replaced by something that eatches on. 
| Mr. Liowet Mackryper makes as much as can be made out 
of an old-fashioned part of a young and impressionable clerk 
named Boniface, who is always quoting poetry (we have met 
this party before!); while popular Mr. Rosert Narpy as 
Felix, head waiter at “The Crimson Butterfly,” scores a 
distinct and separate success, 
The lyrics by Messrs. Aprtan Ross and Percy Greenpank 
are far above the average, some of the rhymes being very 
riginal, and, fortunately for the authors, the words are 
les arly enunciated by the e xperienced singers. 


without saying. 


| the ordinary Gaiety level in their musical compositions, but 


| they know their business, and wisely give the public exactly 
what it wants. So the “numbers” and the incidental music 
are all bright, sparkling, catchy, and there is not a dull 
moment, musically or Terpsichorically, throughout the entire 
entertainment. 

Altogether, The Spring Chicken is not likely to be chuck- 
chuck’'d out for a very long time to come. It is sure to have, 
what all chickens want, a good run. 








THE BRITISH BREAKFAST. 


Ou, when one has travelled a thousand miles 
By land, and a few by sea, Sir, 

There ’s one little treat that always smiles 
To an insular man like me, Sir: 

It’s this :—when the chalk-cliffs loom in sight, 
And you're eager to quit the deck fast, 

You know that before to-morrow night 
You'll have eaten a British breakfast. 


They may talk as they like; but I wish to say 
That I don’t know a fraud more utter 

Than the café that’s usually called complet 
With its roll and its pat of butter. 

You think it’s a breakfast? Much you know, 
With your Baedeker book to guide you! 

You swallow the lot, and away you go, 
With nothing at all inside you. 


And before you have handed in the key 
Of the room where your modest bed is, 
You ve a pang of fatigue in either knee, 
And your head is as heavy as lead is. 
A pestilent buzz invades your ears, 
As if from a soufflet flanqué ; 
There ’s a cold in your nose, and your eyes drip tears 
All due to a breakfast manque. 


a 
te 


But think of the sole so fresh and slim, 
The sole with his crisp brown coat on ; 
And honour the cook that fashioned him 
For an Englishman’s heart to dote on. 
What a new strength comes to your arms and legs, 
As with appetite still unshaken 
You follow the sole with a dish of eggs 
On a stratum of streaky bacon! 


And someone you know pours out your cup 
From a pot she has put good stuff in ; 
And you sip at your tea, and then close up 
Some chinks that are left with muffin. 
And I fancy you'll find you are well repaid 
If before you have left your post there 
You teckle a mountain of marmalade 
And an acre or so of toast there. 


So I pray that never a change may mar, 
Until the old Reaper reaps us, 
The meal that has made us what we are, 
And as it has made us keeps us. 
By the light of the sun that shines above, 
Whose rays as he climbed have kissed it, 
I pledge you the breakfast Britons love, 
Especially those who’ve missed it. 
Tom THe Tourist. 








A Corresponpent who has been reading in the papers 
_about the cheese cure writes to say that he noticed a bit in a 


Messrs. Ivan Carytt and Lionen Moncktoy do not rise above | horse’s mouth in Cheapside last week. 
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“CONTRIBUTED BY OUR READERS.” 


[We are indebted to the Editor of The Suburb-Side for the following 
letters, crowded out of his last week’s column under the above heading. | 


Hopping the Hoop.—The other day, as I was sitting at my 
window, which commands a view of the croquet-lawn, | 
amused myself by watching the strange behaviour of a jack- 
daw. Gravely approaching the left-hand bottom hoop, the 
bird hopped through in the right direction for croquet ; 
seizing something in its beak it immediately flew away and I 
never saw it again.—*‘ Lover or Birps,” Surbiton. 


[Similar instances of bird intelligence will be weleome.—Eb.} 


Is the Frog Slippery on purpose ?—It has often been stated 
that all frog-eating animals —_— ; 
invariably scrape, scratch, or 
scrub their unhappy victim 
with their bare feet before 
eating him, with the object 
apparently of getting rid of 
the slime. Can you tell me 
if this is really the case? 
J. A. L., Hammersmith. 
[Observation tending to show 


that the frog is intentionally slimy | 
will be appreciated. --Ep.] + 


Fatal Affray at Richmond. | od AS 
In Richmond Park some , t — NN 
time ago a wood -pigeon’s i 5 Dee tee >. 
nest was found which con-| 2% SD 
tained a clutch of eggs be-| my. 
longing to the proprietor, | : 
and also another egg which|  yp* 
had been left till called for js 
by a starling. Close by was 
the dead body of the latter. 
Everything goes to show that 
there had been a_ violent 
quarrel as to which egg the 
starling was entitled to, and 
she had sustained shocking 
injuries in the scuffle which 
subsequently ensued.—‘* On- 
server,” Wimbledon. . 
[Authenticated accounts of bird- _s . 
murder are eagerly solicited. —Ep. | AW w, vj 


Can Fish Smell? — With 
reference to this interesting 
discussion, about three weeks | 





Pracock, DEAR?” 


took them home, fully intend- 

ing to have them for breakfast the next morning. Business 
took me away that same night, and I only remembered their 
existence on reading your excellent little paper in the train 
to-day. On reaching home I went to my fishing basket, and 
am now in the position to answer the above query decidedly 
in the affirmative.—‘ Piscator,” Teddington. 


[Evidence on points such as these would be valuable. —Ep.} 


4 


Gruesome Burial Party.—Last Saturday I unconsciously 
interrupted perhaps one of the strangest ceremonies which 
any human being has ever been privileged to witness. | 
was walking on Wandsworth Common when I came upon a 
small fox-terrier enjoying a nap. Presently I noticed that 
the dog was slowly sinking into the ground. On closer 
inspection I saw to my surprise that four burying-beetles 
were carefully undermining the poor creature with the 
diabolical intention of interring it alive! The dog woke up 





when I whistled, and the beetles quickly made off in the 
direction of Clapham Junttion.—* Cave, Canis,” Balham. 

[One would like to know whether others observed this. Corrobora- 
tion would be invaluable.—Eb. } 





OPERATIC NOTES. 


Saturday, June 10.—Two days after the Fair. Decorations 
in honour of the King of Spaw still adorn the house, which 
shows a somewhat beggarly array of empty boxes, but the 
stalls are full, and there is a strong gathering to welcome 
Aida, which is superbly done. Mile. Desriy delightful, in 











First Houlet. “Buow my Freatuers! WovuLpy’? You LIKE TO BE A 


| splendid voice, acting dramatically and, in fact, making a big 
success. Madame Kirksey Luxy’s Amneris is good but not 
great. Signor Caruso as Radames, excellent: applauded to 
aiutot ___. the echo which, thank good- 
ness, does not exist at Covent 
Garden. Signor Scorri as 
Amonasro isa pere magnifique, 
“sure such a pére,” &. M. 
Journet as the High Priest 
Ramfis is not called upon to 
go higher than the vocal gifts 
of nature permit him. His 
Right Reverence has not much 
to do, but the laity in front 
and his attendant clergy on 
the stage, are evidently quite 
satisfied with his mode of 
exercising his alto-sacerdotal 
functions. Scenery gorgeous: 
orchestra admirable. All 
old hands playing _ their 
trumps skilfully, and Signor 
MANCINELLI assists in the 
scoring of one of the big suc 
oy cesses of the present season. 
-# Opera repeated June 15 with 
same cast, 
\ In the meantime Ricwarp 
Waoner still with us. “O 
Richard! O mon Roi!” as 
some, and a considerable 
number, loyally exclaim. Die 
Meistersinger and Tann 
hiiuser, with Hans Ricurer in 
the chair. For details see 
previous records. 
Friday, June 16, ~- Meta 
as the Bohemian Girl, and 


- 
‘ Second Iloulet. “No, THANKS. FANCY MAKING LOVE WITH ALL THOSE ( arusO a8 the Bohemian Boy 
ago 1 caught some fish and | eves on one! I sHouLD BE TOO BASHFUL.” 


jin Puccini's La Boheme. The 
‘Hulloa-Bellew and Regular 
Stock-company Choir of Boys in Second Act. ‘‘ What price 
Mena?” Extra four shillings on guinea orchestra stalls ; 
for which the public is given, in exchange, Me.na’s Notes. 

Saturday, June 17.--Gounov'’s Roméo et Juliette ; Mmes 
Serwa Kurz and Parkiwa being, respectively, Juliette and 
Stephano the page-boy, “ wij) a song.” 





Ar the Leeds revival, according to the Newcastle Daily 
Chronicle, ‘there have been a thousand converts, the greatest 
blackguards being reached. Sceptics, church organists, and 
lady authoresses had found salvation, and it is stated that 
one of the Leeds Labour leaders was influenced by the revival.” 

We anxiously await the comments of Miss Mane Core. 
and Mr. Wit Crooxs, M.P. 


Morro ror Tueatrica, Mawacers (adopted from certain barn 








door methods in the ericket-field). Always “ play for a draw.” 
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WS , to his aad *stined oak sixty years ago, at a time when the 
} OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. nec klace of the Colonies hung heavy on the languid throat of 
bit Ix spite of the unwieldy length of -its title, What I have England. His first mission was to Jamaica, an island he 
seen while Fishing and How I have Caught my Fish (Fisner | Zove ned from 1842 to 1845. Thence he went to Canada, 
. Uxwix) has already gone into a second edition. Possibly | where he earned an early tribute of rotten eggs hurled by 
: Mr. Grew was right. As an old angler he | the Colonists, and after seven years’ sojourn left amid salvos 
Ne knows the proper length of line, and has | of regretful farewell, the most popular man in the Dominion. 
| " certainly caught the public. My Baronite In the meanwhile he had established the princ iple of Colonial 
}\ ; has never qualified for the Presidency of the | 8¢ ‘lf-government, which bears fruit in tod iy's splendid pros- 
lg: Anglers’ Association held by Mr. Geen for | perity of a lusty offspring. The handy man of the Empire, 
gmenttr-aniiiin vane «ie ten quite frank he | Whenever there was difficulty at its extremities the Ministry 
knows nothing about fish beyond passing | of the day looked to Lord Exot for help. He went to China 
' acquaintance made at the dinner -table.|in 1857, the first barbarian Ambassador who appe: ared in 
That this breezy narrative, brimming over | Pekin insistent on ratifying a treaty. Forty-seven years ago 
P| vith fun, should have held such as he in thrall is a special he concluded a commercial treaty with Japan, foundation of 
t tribute to itn attmativemens. the present intimate friendly relations of the Island Kingdoms. 
He Late leted a second mission to China in 1860, and finished 
Ph If it’s ‘sensation’ you want,” read The Searlet Bat, by |@ splendid career as Viceroy of India, where at the close of 
Fercvs Howe (F. V. Warre & Co.), but the reader is hereby | his first year he died in harness. My Baronite finds in the 
considerately warned by the Baron that, except for the | volume the story of a noble life fitly recorded. 
elty of the ultra-sensational melodramatic situation in the 
f penultimate chapter, there is nothing out of the ordinary In her latest novel, Just as it Was (furnished with a 


Fergus-Hume-orous scheme of story to repay anyone for the 
trouble of attempting the elucidation of the mystery. 
(iiven a wet day in June such as we have lately experienced, 


brilliant binding by its publishers, F. V. Ware & Co.), 
“Joux Srrance Woexrer” gives us a disappointing story 
which, commencing well, turns out to be only a common- 
place record of generally uninteresting events in the lives 
invariably, is to commit a murder in the first chapter r, and | ult se ' eer Seal aa : 
: of a very ordinary set of individuals, six in number, 

i pend the remainde r ol the book, barring the two last | llv li . ] : ill . _ 66 B qa” 
> ae to discover “ who killed Cock Robin.” equally divided, whom we will represent by “A., B., C. 
‘ ers, i rying to discove 10 > | a " 799 66 a - ° - - 
ad ’ ‘5 . imale, and “D., E., F.” female. A.” is in love with “ D. 


| F and “ D.” with “ A.,” but “A.” jilts “D.” and marries “ E.,” 
ld 


und this book may relieve ennui. Mr. Hume's method, almost 


__——- =. 


ooking back from the pinnacle of his eighty-sixth birth- who only accepts him out of pique, because, a letter having 
day, Mr. Frenerick Leveson Gower recalls memories of | miscarried, ‘ £.” has had no answer from “C.” (with whom 
by ygone Years (Jouws Murray). They were placid but not/she is in love, as he is with her) who marries “ F.” (sounds 
ine entful His family relationship with men in the foremost | rather “ confoozelum,” doesn’t it?) The jilted “ D.” in the 
rank of public life gently pushed him to the front. He sat in| meantime has become the devotedly attached wife of “ B.” 
the House of Commons through thirty-three memorable years.| When these couples have been married for some years the 
His genuine merit, untrumpeted by his own speeches, was|couple “A. E.” turn up unexpectedly in the society of 
recognised by Mr. Gtanstoye, who in succession offered |“ B.D.” and “C.F.” Whereupon “A.” who is not living 
him two important posts. One was the Postmaster-General-| happily with “FE.” and is still in love with “ D.”, makes an 
ship, whieh to-day carries Cabinet rank. The other, Chief} unsuccessful attempt to ruin the conjugal happiness of 
| Whip of the Party, an office upon whose due fulfilment the |‘ B.D.” ; while “ E.” would have utterly upset the domestic 
| life of a Ministry frequently depends. . In knowledge of men felicity of “C. Fr.” but for the, in this imstance, lucky cireum- 
ind affairs, in tact and in all the qualities that inspire confi- | stance of “ E.’s” being in a rapid 
| dence. Mr. Leveson Gower would have made an admirable decline. and so. before she can do 
, Whip. My Baronite doubts whether his imperturbable good | very much harm, “ FE.” makes 





SO 








THE 














. | nature, his extreme desire to add to the pleasantness of other | her exit from this weary world. 
| peoples’ lives, would not have handicapped him in a post at |Such a story, briefly told, might 
: which the late Lord Kensixaton for some years bristled. To| have proved about as interesting 
| tell the truth there are two episodes in this gentle life that/as one of Poet Crappe’s village 
| strike one as incongruous. Being in India Mr. Gower went | tales ; but, spun out to 290 pages 
| out?tiger hunting Later in life he joined the board of | ofordinarily readable-sized print, 
j direction of the great firm of Armstrona & Co.,| it is, though beginning well, 
re who make big guns to slay people withal.| stodgy bread-and-butter-missy 
’ In the first instance he got up a tree and| sort of novel, hardly worthy of 
; surveyed the scene from that coign of van-|the clever authoress of the 
tage. As to Arwstrona & Co.’s business, he | inimitable Bootle’s Baby. B-W. 
vies apologetically writes, “I will only say that | pease P 
ane | abhor every war of aggression, but consider | 
1 it the duty of every Government to be ade-| From ‘‘ Messrs. Sawyer, late Knockemorf.”’ 
quately prepared for defence Surgical Query. What is the most simple and at the same 
: Mr. Leveson Gow has known most famous folk who have |time most effectual treatment for any one with water on the 
‘ lived and worked during the last three quarters of a century. fad hy” 
! j His Memoirs make a delightful book, vocal with the talk of | Scientific Answer. Give him a good tap on the head. 
4H a genial, cultured companion. ', 
nik ’ | 
NJ Lord Every is not so well known as many men who took a Frow the Liverpool Daily Post and Mercury: 
, i less prominent part im the making of the British E mpire. Tardy |” dt PROPRIETORS "Bus, seat eight; also srubber-tyred 
if! but effective justice is done to him by Mr. Grorck Wrone Governess ; cheap. . . F 
ih in his monograp wh, The Earl of Elgin (Meruven). He came Many goverhesses have been tired, but not like this. 
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